"I'm going to make some iced tea." Linda smiled as she stood. We were all happy, even Harvis with his burned fingers.
I shoved the scraps we hadn't used into a corner, making a path from the front door to the kitchen. There was no point in returning furniture. We were only half-finished. The theater down the street offered a discount in the afternoon, and we had decided to get out of the heat and away from the mess. Harvis showered first then took Mix on a walk. By ten it was sweltering. We worked steadily, switching jobs, crawling across the floor. Linda and I were in shorts; our knees and elbows burned.
We had used all the big scraps, and now pieced together the small ones, which took longer and accomplished less.
"Maybe we don't have enough to make it," Linda said. She sounded hopeful.
